TIvemoflL am eatable Tragedie 

Thcn'Madam (land refolud,lsut hope withall, 
rhe fclfe lame Gods that amide theQuecne of Troy 
With opportunity of fliarpe reuenge 
Vpon ther'afacianTyrantin his Tent, 
MayfauourT<fW0raclieQueeneof Go thes, 

( VVhen Gothes were Gothes,and t*j mora was Queene,} 
Toquitehc bloodie wrongsvpon her foes. 

Enter the founts of Andronicus again e , 

Lucius. See Lord and father how we haue performd 
Our Romane rights.Alarhus limbs arelopt. 

And intralsfeedethe faci ififing Ere, 

Wiiofe fmoke like inccnfe doth perfume the skic, 
Remained! nought but to inrerre our brethren. 

And with lowd lartims welcome them to Rome . 

Titus. Letir be fo,and let Andronicus , 

Make this his lateftfaiewcllfo their foules. 

Sound Trumftts.and lay the Coffin in the T omhe. 

In peace and honour reft you here my fonnes, 

Itoomes read:eft Championsyepofeyou here in reft. 
Secure from worldly chauncesand mifhaps: 

H ere lurks no treafon.here no enuie fwcls. 

Here grow no damned drugges,hcrcareno ftormes. 

No noyfe,but filence and cternall fleepe, 

In ocacc and honour reft you here my fonnes. 

Enter Lauinia. 

In peace and honour, liue LordT/ra; long, 
lily Noble Lord and father Hue in fame: 

Loat this Tombe my tributary teares,-. , 1 
I render for my brethrens obieqw&st- <*r *+> 

A nd at thy feetc I knecle,\vith teares of ioy 
Shed on this earth, for thy returne to Rome, 

O blefleme herewith thy virtuous hand, 

V yhofe fortune^ Roomes beft Citizens app laud, 

Titus. KindeRome that haft thus lotting ly id crude, 

tht 


ofTitus ^ndroniciis. 

the Cordia'l of mineage to glad my hart, 

Lauinia liue,oi}tliue thy fathers daies. 

And fames eternall date for vertues praife, 

< jMxrcus . Long liue Lord ritas my beloued brother, 
Gratious triumpher in the cicsof Rome. 

Titus , Tlianks gentle Tribune,Noble brother A {arcus. 

Marcus. And welcome Nephews from fuccesfull wars 
You that furuiue,and you that fteepe in fame: 
faire Lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
that in your Countries feruicc drew your fwords. 

But fafer triumph is this funerall pompe. 

That hath afpirde to Solon s happin es, 

And triumphs ouer chauncem honours bed, 

Titus Andro nicus, th e people of Rom e 3 
Whole friend in iulhcc thou haft eucr bcene. 

Send thee by meetheiiTribune and their truft. 

This Palliamcnt of white and fpotleshue, 

And name thee in eleftion for the Empire, 

VVich thefe our late deeeafecfEmperours fonnese 
Be f'andidtitus then andput it on, 

Andhclpc to feta head on headlesRoome. 

Titus. A better head her g'oiious bodiefics. 

Than his that fhakes for age and feeblenes: 

What fhould I don this Roabc and trouble you? 

Be chofen with Proclamations to daie, 
to morrow yeeld vp rule.rcfigne my life. 

And fee abroad new bu lines for you all, 

Roome I haue beene thy fouldier forcieycares, 

Andlcdmy Countries ftrength fuccesfullie. 

And buriedone and twentie valiant fonnes 
Knighted in Field, ftaine manfullie in Armes, 

In right and feruice of their Noble Countric: 

Giue inea ftaffe of Honourformincage, 

But nota feepter to controwle the world, 

Vpright he held itLordsthat held it laft* 
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